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One Month Later 


It was dawn when I woke up. The rosy light of early morning had stirred 
me from my slumber. But where was I? I groggily sat up and perused my 
surroundings. 

It was a pale colored room, decorated in a Spartan manner: nothing 
decorative, only functional. There was a plain plastic chair, and an old 
television against one wall, and two doors, one open slightly, revealing a 
small but functional bathroom. The bed that I was lying on hardly qualified 
as comfortable, but it wasn’t uncomfortable either. To either side of the bed, 
various machines could be seen, all hooked up to my nude body and each 
monitoring something different. 

Ever so slowly, my muddled mind slowly began to put the pieces 
together. I was in a hospital. But why was I in a hospital? How did I get 
here? Where was here, anyway? 

I sat there for a time, trying to collect my scattered thoughts when, 
suddenly, in a bright flash of understanding, it all came back to me. I was 
sick with some rare or unheard of disease. It had caused several unusual 
symptoms, leading up to my eventual vegetative state. I remembered first 
being diagnosed and subsequently being told that there was no cure and 
that if my body didn’t fight it off before the catatonic stage, Pd be stuck 
like that for life. So how did it get cured? Did it just die off? 

More questions and few answers. I looked down at my body, still shapely 
despite the illness that I had miraculously recovered from. I unhooked the 
various electrodes from my arms, legs, and my B-cup bosom. Though still 
dazed from my malady induced coma, I dimly felt sorrow for the loss of 
my once C-cup tits. 

I got out of bed, standing shakily on legs that have not been used in at 
least a month. I staggered over to the bathroom and found a set of hospital 
clothes. They weren’t warm or comfortable but they protected my body (and 
my modesty) from the elements of the outside world adequately enough. 
I looked into the mirror of the bathroom, examining my famine blasted 
features. My skin was less tanned and slightly less taut than I remembered it 
but I had been bedridden for a while. My blue eyes and blond hair, though, 
still held their original luster. 

As I made it to the other door in my little room with increasingly steady 
strides, I felt a sudden and searing pain in my gut. It finally struck me that 
I haven’t actually had anything in my stomach for quite some time. 

Staving off the insistent pain in my stomach, I moved into the hallway to 
not only find it completely deserted, but a complete mess, both traits unusual 
for a hospital. I continued forward until I found the lobby for the floor that 
I was on. Again, there was absolutely no one in sight. After searching the 
room for a bit, trying to find some clue to everyone’s absence, I caught 








sight ofa mostly destroyed vending machine. 

I approached it cautiously, hardly able to believe that something so sturdy 
and heavy could be destroyed so completely. The heavy metal frame was 
completely smashed, twisted and torn beyond any hope of repair. Some 
sections looked as if they had been squeezed by a human hand, albeit a very 
large one. But no one had hands that large, let alone that kind of strength. 
But sure enough, upon closer inspection, I could identify fingerprints pressed 
into the twisted metal. 

A sudden rumbling in my stomach tore my attention away from the 
warped remains of the machine and towards its spilled contents. There 
were foods of all kinds littering the floor, healthy and non-healthy kinds in 
similar amounts. I didn’t care. I grabbed as much as I could carry and ran 
back to the room that I had woken up in. 

Upon entering, I shut the door and dumped my hoard onto the bed. And 
then I promptly began to devour said hoard. 

Several minutes and several dozen snacks later, I found my stomach 
much less irate. Finally feeling better, I got up from the bed and took another 
look around the room. After all, I couldn’t just sit around this room until 
someone finally found me in this apparently deserted hospital. I needed to 
scrounge up anything that might prove to be useful. 

During my searching I noticed that some of the monitoring machinery 
that I had been hooked up to was standing on a small table next to my 
bed. Aside from the various technical gizmos, there were two other things 
sitting there: a picture frame and a note. Inside the picture frame was the 
photograph of a very handsome man. It showed his face, sharp featured, 
but with an inherent gentleness about it. He appeared thin, but not in a 
sickly way. More like how a runner would appear. He was clean-shaven 
with a sharp jaw line and chin, and a perfectly proportioned face. His face 
was framed by his shaggy dark brown hair, complimenting and enhancing 
his features and contrasting sharply with his distinctly golden eyes. His 
face was handsome and familiar but for the life of me, I couldn’t recall his 
name. It was on the tip of my tongue, but I just couldn’t remember it. I just 
chalked it up to my muddled mind, still trying to recover from such a long 
period of inactivity. 

I turned my attention to the note below the picture. Gingerly, I picked 
it up and moved it into the light from my window so that I could read it. 
Just like with my walking, I struggled to make sense of the words in front 
of me and - just like with my motor skills - they began to recover quickly 
with use. What I read confused me for a moment, but, as I read through the 
note, things became much more clear. 

“My dearest love, 

As I write this, I find myself wondering if I’Il ever be able to look into 
your eyes and see more than emptiness staring back at me. I write this in 


hopes that you someday wake up-wondering-where-the time has gone. It 


has been almost a month since your disease finally caught up with you, 


putting you into this horrid state. And yet, despite the assertions from the 
doctors that you will never be able to recover short of a miracle, my heart 
cannot leave your side. My body may, but my heart, mind, and soul cannot 
and will not. It’s funny, really. Since your final waking moments, I’ve been 
approached by woman after woman, many of them looking helplessly in 
need of a man’s company, trying to divert my attention. And every time 
that I considered going with them, you’re lovely face deterred me. And it’s 
thanks to that that I’m still me. For your sake I hope that you’ ll never find 
out what I mean by that, but, should you wake up, I suppose that you’ II find 
out one way or another. 

I’m writing this as a last confession of my deepest love. It is no longer 
safe here for anyone awake and alive, and I must leave your bedside. To 
sum up why, your ailment isn’t the only new one around. And while yours 
is non-contagious, this other new malady is extremely virulent and spreads 
with the greatest of ease. Those that remain uninfected find themselves in a 
shrinking majority, soon to be a minority. And while I long to stay by your 
side, both in case your heatthrdetertorates-further-anchn case you get better, 
it would do neither of us any good should my health fail as well. So it is 
with a heavy heart that I bid you farewell. 

I know not if you will ever actually read this, but should you ever wake 
up and do so, and I have not contracted this other new disease, maybe we 
shall meet again. 

It really is true what they say: parting is such a sweet sorrow. Farewell, 
my love. 

Eternally yours with infinite love, 

Jinn Skye” 

The name that the letter was signed with brought, a sudden rush of 
memories. In brief flashes I re-experienced so many things: a summer’s 
breeze, the smell of food, trees, grass and earth during a spring time picnic, 
the rush of ice skating over frozen lakes during the winter months, the 
absolute beauty of the colors of the trees during the autumn, all of which 
were accompanied by the same face. Jinn Skye. My love. My life. My 
happiness. I could hear his smooth voice as he read me his poetry, as he 
explained the subtler points of life and philosophy. I felt a warmth spread 
through my body as I remembered our more intimate moments together, 
sharing our loves, experiences and embraces. 

More than one tear slid down my face as I finally considered things 
beyond this little room. I have been hopelessly in love with the man of my 
dreams, and despite my illness, he still stayed by my side. And I couldn’t 
even remember his name when I woke up. I fell to the floor and lay there 
sobbing, unable to move for the longest time. How could I have been so 
foolish as to forget the name and face of the one person who had ever brought 
me so much happiness? 

That one thought brought me to my senses. I hadn’t forgotten. I had 
been sick. I had been confused, but I had not forgotten and then and there, 








I decided to prove it. I looked to the table from my position from the floor 
and I saw something that I didn’t notice when I was examining my room. 
There was a backpack underneath the table. Finally moving from the 
floor, I grabbed the backpack. Looking at it brought forth another wave of 
memories. It was Jinn’s backpack. 

It was some weird fixation that he had, always using the thing for one 
reason or another and rarely letting it leave his sight. He claimed that it was 
his lucky pack and many, it seemed as if it really were. Any time that he 
needed to get something done, he seemed to be able to pull some random 
object out ofitthat ended up solving whatever problem there was. For him 
to leave it behind, even if it was for my sake, meant something must be 
seriously wrong. 

It wasn’t until this moment that I realized how strange this situation was. 
I was in a completely quiet, completely empty hospital. Suddenly feeling 
very vulnerable, I grabbed the backpack - which I found to be empty, save 
for an empty water bottle - and threw my remaining food into it. 

After running to the bathroom and filling the water bottle in the sink, I 
decided to take my leave of this eerie building. On the way to the elevator, 
I grabbed more food from the destroyed vending machine, as well as a 
few cans of soda that I found scattered around by another destroyed piece 
of equipment, though, unlike the first one, it looked like something had 
smashed into it as opposed to being crushed. 

Finally in the elevator, as I waited to reach the ground floor, I reflected 
back upon the mess of the floor of the hospital that I woke up on. It looked 
like someone or something with either incredible strength or otherwise 
incredible force smashed its way through the place. It actually looked like 
a storm or a tornado tore its way through the building. It was weird. And 
the way that the vending machines were destroyed was more than odd. 
One looked like it had been squeezed to the point of breaking, while the 
other looked like something had pressed in, down, or otherwise on it until 
it could finally bear no more. Distinctly odd. 

Finally, I reached the main lobby. I had thought that my floor’s lobby 
was weird. I thought that it had been a mess. I had thought that it had been 
all but destroyed. But nothing could have prepared me for the sight that 
greeted me as the doors opened. 

The main lobby - if it could still be called a lobby - was completely 
destroyed. Ina very literal sense, I might add. The stools, chairs and benches, 
which would normally be placed neatly against the walls, had been thrown 
around the room, some thrown clear through the walls. Most of them had 
been bolted down or otherwise attached to the floor. They had been literally 
ripped from the ground teayine-capine holes inthe-polished stone floor. 
The stools and chairs that had not been thrown through the walls had still 
been ripped from the floor and walls but they were hardly recognizable 
as such. Their forms were hopelessly twisted into various shapes, more 
than one of them resembling what I could have sworn were giant, metal, 


improvised sex toys. 

The desks had been overturned, the counters smashed through. The lights 
dangling from tangled wires, many ripped out ofthe walls themselves. And 
then, to top it all off, the stone floor tiles were cracked in various places, 
almost as if some great force had suddenly plowed down on top of them, 
leaving circular patterns in the cracks left behind. 

Again, the place was deserted. More than weird, but, unlike in the last 
lobby, I didn’t linger on the details. I figured that if something could cause 
this much devastation, it was probably something worth avoiding. After 
repositioning my backpack, I stepped through the front door ofthe hospital 
and into the outside world. 

Just like the hospital behind me, the streets were deserted and all but 
destroyed. Trash littered the roads and broken lampposts and vehicles could 
be seen in every direction. A wind howled through the concrete canyons of 
the city, giving a distinctly foreboding feeling to my surroundings. 

Not wanting to stick around with the chill wind blowing, I started 
wandering down the streets. Eventually, I found a clothing store, its windows 
smashed and its merchandise blowing in the brisk breeze. I looked down 
at the thin hospital clothes that I was wearing and then up to the blown out 
store. It didn’t take more than a second to decide to swap out my clothes. 

As entered the store, I noticed that something felt distinctly off but what 
it was, I couldn’t be sure. I dismissed it as a product of the eerie setting that 
I was in and continued with my business. Soon enough, I found a set of 
clothes to my liking and promptly got changed. As soon as I was dressed 
properly, I heard something that made me freeze. I had heard something 
from the back of the store, where the back room was. 

At first I thought that it was nothing, just my mind playing tricks on me, 
but then I heard it again. I wasn’t sure what it was, at first, but then I heard 
it a third time. It wasn’t something caused by the wind, it was too far back 
in the store, besides, it wasn’t then sound of something being moved by the 
wind or falling over. It sounded more like an animal grunting. 

My mind was torn. On the one hand, I was extremely curious and wanted 
to find out what was making that noise. On the other hand, I was terrified 
by what could be making that noise. After all, I had seen more than enough 
devastation in the hospital alone and then there were those ominous clues 
in Jinn’s note. 

Eventually though, my curiosity won out. Not wanting to disturb 
whatever was in the back of the store, I crept along silently, my urge to 
turn back increasing sharply whenever there was another grunt. But 1 still 
pressed on. 

Finally, I reached the door to the back room. The grunts were louder 
than ever now and coming more frequently. With great trepidation, I tried 
to open the door as silently as I could. What I saw caught me more than 
simply off guard. 

I saw a man sitting on the floor nude, but it wasn’t like any man that 





I had seen before. His back was towards me, but I could see enough. He was hugely 
muscled, but it went beyond the build of any bodybuilder. This man’s muscles were 
hugely knotted and thicker than should have normally been possible. The man’s muscles 
looked almost like a comic representation of a classic mutant. They were abnormally 
shaped and bulged horrendously. Thick veins crisscrossed his bare body, appearing to 
strain against the skin with each grunt. His shoulders were enormous, full of knotted 
muscle and flowed a little unevenly into his thick, brawny arms. 

But this behemoth’s thick, hulking physique wasn’t what shocked me the most. It 
was the fact that he was jacking off, completely oblivious to his surroundings, pumping 
the largest dick that I had ever seen. The thing stood out straight a full fourteen inches 
and was as thick, if not thicker, than a beer can. The monstrosity looked like it could 
impale a woman, probably why he was beating off in the first place. 

Hardly aware of what I was doing, I let out a not-so-silent gasp. This creature 
suddenly stopped and turned to face me. His face was another shocker. His lust-covered 
face was painfully handsome but like the rest of his body, it seemed unnatural. 

With a roar that hardly sounded human, he got up, this massive muscle flexing in 
an awesome display of power. Wasting no time, I took off, running back to the front 
of the store and out the door. Almost at the same instant that I crossed the threshold 
of the door, I heard a thunderous crash as that monstrous man burst through the back 
room’s door (and possibly the wall as well), roaring the entire way. Not long after I got 
out of the store, the behemoth erupted out of the store, leaving its remains to crumble 
to the ground. 

He chased me for several blocks, slowly gaining all the way. Finally, I could run 
no more, my month long spell of inactivity finally catching up to me. I stumbled. 
I fell to the ground. I could feel the ground shake as the monster closed in on me, 
his excitement apparently had grown during the chase. Before I realized what was 
happening, he was standing over me, his phallus standing at full attention, lightly 
throbbing in anticipation. 

With a lustful gleam in his eyes, he reached down towards me, about to pick me up 
when, suddenly, the ground buckled and shook violently. An explosion rent the air as 
a nearby building suddenly erupted into flames. With a roar of mixed rage and lust, he 
turned towards the burning building, ignoring me for the moment. Without warning, 
he bounded off, away from me and towards the building. 

Dazed from the sudden concussion and my apparent sudden fortune, I was caught 
even more off guard (if that was even possible at this point) as a strong pair of hands 
grabbed me and lifted me from the ground. At first, I fought tooth and nail. But then I 
heard the voiced squeals of complaint. “Hey! You want help or not?!” 

I stared up blankly, into the sparkling green eyes, of a young woman. Surprised, I only 
nodded numbly. “Good, then stop squirming and let me do the rescuing, dammit!” 

Ever so slowly, the flames from the burning building faded from view. Eventually, 
the woman let me down and we continued to run. After what seemed like hours, she 
led me down into an underground subway station. 

The station itself turned out to be more of an underground mall, with several stores 
in various varieties, including places to buy food and clothes. Even so, they were 
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completely devoid of people. It didn’t weird me out though; I was sort of 
used to it by this point. 

Without saying another word to me, she led me into one ofthe magazine 
stores. She closed the barred gates of the store before turning to me. “Wait 
here. Don’t touch anything,” she said curtly. She then left through one of the 
two doors that led to the back of the store, leaving me alone to contemplate 
this odd twist of fate. 

I spent some time examining the merchandise around the store. There 
were several issues of the local newspaper left that had some front page 
articles about the odd individuals like the one that had attacked me. I didn’t 
learn much that I didn’t already know but some of it was helpful. 

The articles covered various topics about them: what they actually were, 
how they appeared, why they appeared the way that they did, so on and so 
forth. They were the result of a virus that was contained within the various 
bodily fluids found in humans and was spread through contact with any of 
these fluids. Once a person contracted the virus, it would interact with its 
host’s brain chemistry and various internal organs and glands, altering the 
host’s body based upon the virus’s interaction with the brain. To sum up 
what it did, it initially targets the pleasure centers in the brain, specifically 
the area that deals with sensual pleasure, and adjusts the host’s body by 
manipulating certain glands and organs to replicate what the host felt would 
make him or her an attractive individual. 

The virus, due to its nature, replicates so many copies of itself that it 
grossly over compensates for what it finds in the brain, causing the host’s 
body to morph into an exaggerated form of what they would find ideal. The 
virus does something similar with the sexual organs and glands. It enhances 
and improves them, at first anyway. But, like with the rest of the body, it 
can’t regulate its replication rate, eventually exaggerating those as well. The 
end result was almost always a madly horny humanoid beast, though some 
barely appeared human, mostly due to the abundance of unusual fetishes. 

There were two things that I found out, though, that I found supremely 
interesting. The first was that the infected cells of a host grow and undergo 
mitosis at a rate faster than any recorded organism and at the same time, 
the virus destroys the cells in order to replicate. So, by all appearances, 
the infected individual appears to reach a state of equilibrium where they 
aren’t growing but that isn’t the case. They are actually in a perpetual state 
of growth. Up until a certain point, the rate of cell increase far surpasses 
the rate of cell decrease, causing an instantaneous growth and/or change, 
again, up until a certain point. 

The second thing that I found out that was interesting was the method, 
type, and order that the symptoms show up. It really surprised me how 
insidious the virus actually was. It is transmitted through bodily fluids, be 
it blood, saliva, breast milk, or cum (penile or vaginal), though the virus 
appears to be most concentrated in the fluids emitted from the both the 
primary and secondary sexual organs. Any contact with any bodily fluid, 


however, risks infection. The tiniest scrape, a gash down the arm, even if 
it remains in contact with the skin long enough to be absorbed can cause 
infection and you may not even realize it. Once the virus gets inside a 
host, it adapts and mimics the structure and shape ofthe host’s antibodies, 
allowing it to not only go undetected by the human immune system but to 
be incorporated into it. It stays like that indefinitely, working its way into 
the body’s systems, beginning its diabolical work. It can take anywhere 
from a half hour to an hour for the first symptoms to begin to manifest. 

The real beauty of the virus’s work is that the person infected does not 
always know that they are infected, not only during the incubation period 
but during the initial stages as well. Typically, people notice that there is 
something wrong beginning with the sudden augmentation of the sexual 
properties of the host’s gender. But that can take up to five hours to begin. 
The actual pattern that the symptoms follow flow accordingly: first, the 
libido begins to increase, though it is not perceivable at first; second, the 
sexual organs increase in size and any and all of their defining traits are 
refined, becoming much more prominent; third, their body begins to undergo 
the drastic changes, turning them into their own ideas of what makes others 
of their gender attractive. It is at this point that the fourth part comes into 
effect. Their libido increases beyond anything that remains of their rational 
minds can handle, causing a mental breakdown that leaves them as little 
more than a puppet for their unquenchable lust. 

But the fourth stage doesn’t necessarily come last. It can manifest at any 
time, starting just after the first stage. It varies from individual to individual, 
so no set pattern can be established. And again, the dark beauty of the virus 
is that those inflicted with its curse aren’t always aware that they have it. 
Not until well into the second stage and sometimes not even then. With a 
world full of mutated-sexvaleeds-andeeddessesyeu will eventually find 
one that you find attractive enough to arouse your mundane sex drive, so 
just because you are horny doesn’t necessarily mean that you have the 
disease. And even worse, sometimes the infected person begins to generate 
something that is the equivalent of a pheromone. All this taken together, 
sex becomes as regular as eating, even among the uninfected, furthering 
the spread of the infection. 

In the time that I perused those newspapers, I learned more about what 
had befallen the world. When I was finally done, I looked up to the doors 
to the back of the store. That woman still wasn’t back yet. What could 
possibly be taking her so long? 

I decided that it wasn’t worth waiting around for her to find me. I’d go 
find her. But there were two doors to the back, and I couldn’t remember 
which one she took. So I guessed. After all, it was a fifty-fifty shot of picking 
right. So I picked the one on the left. 

As I approached, I heard some noise. Like something scuffling across 
the floor. I halted in front of the door, unsure if I should proceed or not. The 








last time that this scenario played out, I damn near died. Or got infected. 
Each outcome was as bad as the other, as far as I was concerned. But Ihad 
made my decision long before I had reached this door. Ifthis place was not 
secure, that lady wouldn’t have brought me here. I opened the door. And I 
was met with a sight that I did not expect to see again. 

The door simply ledto aroom, at one point possibly the employee break- 
room. But now it looked more like a cave. And like all caves in mythology, 
it had a monster in it. Within the confines of the wrecked room, was a giant 
man, completely nude and possibly eight feet tall, covered with incredibly 
hard, beautifully sculpted muscle and incredibly handsome face and with a 
dick like a garden hose standing fully erect, stood, staring at me. His eyes, 
beautiful as they were, had the same blank look that the infected man that 
I had encountered earlier had. This told me all that I needed to know. I was 
looking at an incredibly attractive byproduct ofthe virus at work. It was as 
arousing a sight as it was frightening. 

With a roar of unrelieved lust, he charged at me only to have his 
momentum suddenly and effectively halted by five thick chains, each 
attached to the wall behind him and each looped around both arms, both 
legs, and his neck. His roar was choked off abruptly as the slack in the chains 
vanished, the recoil forcing him to fall backwards to the ground. 

At the same time that he charged at me, a now familiar strong pair of 
hands grabbed me and pulled me back, throwing me to the ground. As I 
struggled to get to my feet, I heard the door slam closed, shutting out the 
sounds of the giant as he tried to get back up. 

When I finally got up, I ended up face to face with the narrowed green 
eyes of my rescuer from earlier. And she was pissed. “WHAT DID I TELL 
YOU!!! Don’t touch anything! Don’t go anywhere! Is it really that difficult 
to do? What the hell’s wrong with you?” Furious, she shoved me back, 
nearly making me fall over. 

When I was able to steady myself, I was finally able to get a good look 
at her. She was dressed in nothing but plain undergarments, just a bra and 
panties, revealing all of her body to the world. Fit would have been an 
understatement when describing her. She was tall, at least a head taller than 
me, putting her at about six foot five, by my estimate. Every inch of her lithe, 
tanned body was covered with tight, toned, rippling muscle. Her muscles 
weren’t huge or anything, but they were clearly defined and definitely 
noticeable. Her full, firm, and rather large breasts stood out proudly from 
her defined chest, stretching out her bra to its limit. Her blonde hair was 
tied back in a ponytail, accenting the beautifully sharp features of her face. 
By any man’s standards she was attractive. Shocked as I was to finally get a 
good look at her, my irate side wouldn’t let her have any more control than 
she already did. “What’s wrong? I’ve spent the last month in a coma, only to 
wake up in the middle of Armageddon! What do you expect me to do?” 

I was mildly surprised when she backed down with a look of shock on 
her face. At the time, I thought that she was ashamed of how she had spoken 


to me, but that interpretation of her actions was quickly corrected by the 
sound of another door opening and a more than familiar voice coming down 
the hallway to the back room of the store. 

“Hey, Crystal! I managed to snag a few cases of food and water. Care 
to help me bring them... in...” The man speaking trailed off as he walked 
through the door into the store proper. His golden eyes locked with my blue 
ones. Both of us were struck speechless. 

For a time no one said anything. Finally the silence was broken. 
"han 

“Mayim...” 

Finally we could bear it no longer. A cry of joy tore its way from each 
of our throats as we rushed to embrace each other. We slammed together 
with such force that we nearly fell over but out of sheer luck, we didn’t. 
We crushed each other with mutual hugs fueled by our mutual fears that 
we would never see each other again. I don’t think that I’ve ever cried 
harder in my life. 

We eventually separated but neither of us could say or do anything but 
look at each other to slake our longing to be together again. While I may 
have looked a little different from when I last saw Jinn, he looked the 
same, if not better. He still had his lean, runner’s body, though it looked 
as if he had put on a little muscle during the past month. His face was still 
as handsome as ever and he still had the same sense of poise and control 
about him. I went weak in the knees just looking at him. 

Finally, he took my hand and led me though the right door, past a large 
restroom that was apparently used as a dressing room as well, to the back 
of the store into the actual store room for the shop. The store room was 
divided into three sections. The first was a storage area for food and water. 
The second and third were bedrooms, each furnished differently. One had 
a couch and a futon for a bed. The other had a chair and a mattress on the 
floor. Jinn took me to the one with a couch. 

We sat next to each other and attempted to catch up on our lost time 
together. At first Jinn did all the talking. “My love, I can’t begin to say 
how much I’ve missed you in these dark times! How did you wake from 
your sleep? When did you wake from your coma? How did you manage to 
survive on your own? It’s hard enough to survive with a companion.” 

Such a barrage of questions. I was taken aback at first. But, like any other 
person, I obliged. “Well, I’ve been surviving mostly on luck, which has 
worked well enough considering that I’ve been awake since this morning. 
As to how I woke up, I have no idea. But what’ve you been doing during 
the month that all hell broke loose.” 

Jinn smiled wryly. “All hell, huh? That’s a fitting way to describe the 
past month. Well, you read my note in the hospital, right?” I nodded in 
response. “I’m glad for that much. Well, like I said in it, shortly after you 
fell into your coma, woman after woman came to me in desperate desire of 
aman’s touch. Actually, now that I think back on it, there were several guys 











that did the same. Regardless, though I didn’t know it at the time, it was the beginnings 
of this virus sweeping through the country. Shortly after, the infected people began 
manifesting their new forms, to the detriment of everyone else. Finally, after half a 
month, the number of those inflicted with the disease began to overtake the number of 
those that weren’t. That was when I was finally forced to leave your side. I’m sure that 
you saw the end result of the infection’s spread as you left the hospital.” 

I nodded again, now fully comprehending what wreaked the devastation that I had 
witnessed earlier that same day. After waiting a bit for it all to sink in, Jinn continued. 
“Well, upon leaving the hospital, I found the outside streets to be a mess of utter 
chaos. Luckily, most of the infected were occupied with other victims and those that 
weren’t were distracted by the massive orgy around them. Not surprising considering 
that they had nothing but sex on the brain. I managed to sneak away and was able to 
stay uninfected by traveling through closed in and hidden alleyways. I will admit, 
though, that I was nearly caught on more than one occasion. Thankfully, on one of 
those occasions, I ran into Crystal and her boyfriend, Kyle. Unfortunately, not all of 
us escaped that encounter unscathed. 

“In this incident, I ran afoul of a not so foul infected woman. The virus had turned 
her into some kind of succubus, complete with barely visible horns and fangs, not to 
mention an incredibly sensuous body. And she was strong. Inhumanly strong. The instant 
that she spotted me she pounced, pinning me to the ground. I tried to struggle but she 
pinned me better than any wrestler could. Just as she was about to satisfy her lust and 
infect me, Crystal and Kyle stumbled upon us. I saw them but the succubus didn’t. 
Crystal held back initially, but Kyle grabbed a pipe lying in the alley and smashed it 
over the she-beast’s head. 

“Normally, that would have dropped anyone. But she was more beast than human and 
only looked dazed for a second. Hissing wildly, she turned to face him and jumped at him. 
Crystal intervened at this point, landing a flying kick on the succubus’s face. The crunch 
of bone being smashed sounded against the walls of the alley. The succubus stumbled 
backwards, blood flowing freely down her face and fell to the ground unconscious. 
While Crystal’s aim had been true, her timing couldn’t have been worse. 

“As we now know, the virus is carried in all bodily fluids including blood. At the 
time, though, we didn’t know that. The succubus was standing over Kyle when Crystal’s 
kick hit, let more than a few drops of blood land in Kyle’s face, at least one of which 
got inside him, either through his eye or his mouth (we never found out which). Either 
way, it took little time for the first of the effects to begin to manifest, but we didn’t 
recognize it at first. 

“After that, the three of us traveled together, eventually finding this place. By the 
time that we got here, Kyle was getting more than a little horny but we just chalked that 
up to being a reaction to the incredibly sexy succubus that we had just seen. When we 
got here, we saw the newspapers and found out the blood carries the virus as well. At 
that point we understood that it was very likely that he was infected. I think that that 
moment was the only time that I’ve ever seen Crystal cry. 

“But we still didn’t know if Kyle’s arousal was a result of the virus or a much more 
natural reaction to the sight of a nubile young woman. So we searched this subway 
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station and found a bunch of chains that were used to secure various gates 
and doors. Kyle, not us took the chains himself and went into the break 
room for the store that we now reside in. Crystal couldn’t bear to chain up 
her love, so I had to do it myself. The end result was... well... I really don’t 
need to tell you what the end result was. You found that out yourself. And 
we’ve been here ever since.” 

I stared at Jinn, speechless. And I thought that I had had it rough, waking 
up into the middle of all of this! I had never considered why Crystal behaved 
the way that she did and I could not have imagined the turmoil that an 
infected person could feel before they were no longer human. Finally, I 
spoke. “And what have you done since then?” 

Jinn smiled in response. “Well, P’ ve been doing two things since then: 
gathering food and practicing martial art skills that Crystal taught me. 
Despite how that sounds, she has stayed loyal to Kyle, despite his... 
condition and I’ve stayed loyal, of course, to you. Honestly, I don’t find her 
body all that attractive. I’ll be honest, she’s got a great chest and a beautiful 
face but her muscles are more than enough to turn me off. And ever since 
Kyle succumbed to his disease, she has only strived to get stronger. While 
I’ve been searching for food, she’s been gathering other necessities. So 
we’ ve kept busy. But enough about what I’ve been doing, what have you 
gone through since waking up?” 

I proceeded to fill Jinn in on the day’s activities, up to our reunion. My 
story was short and bittersweet compared to Jinn’s masterfully told tale. 
A little after I was done, Crystal came in, dressed in a sports bra and short 
shorts, her muscles pumped up and veins standing out in stark relief from 
hard work. “Jinn, I’ve finished moving the food in. Thanks for the work 
out, by the way,” she said, flexing one of her arms. 

Jinn just rolled his eyes before turning to Mayim. “She does that to try 
to get to me. Thankfully, most of the time, it doesn’t. Anyway, now that the 
food’s inside, let’s get something to eat before we retire.” 

I smiled in response before following him to the front of the store. We 
ate a hearty meal in celebration of two things: my reunion with Jinn (which 
Crystal apparently felt a little bitter about) and the fact that another still 
uninfected survivor was found. I guess that that kind of made me the guest 
of honor. 

Eventually, we finished and went to sleep. Finally, for the first time since 
I got sick, I was able to share Jinn’s bed, and I have to say, I don’t think that 
I could have been happier. But like all good things, it can’t last forever. 

It must have been about three in the morning when it happened. I was 
awakened suddenly by the sound of a loud banging. Both Jinn and I bolted 
upright expecting the worst. At first we didn’t see anything in the darkness. 
Suddenly the lights were turned on, temporarily blinding us. When our eyes 
finally adjusted, we saw Crystal in her muscular glory, clad - once again 
- in nothing but her bra and panties. 

“Christ, Crystal! Can’t a man get some sleep around here?” asked Jinn. 


“And for Christ’s sake, are you just going to walk around in your underwear 
all night?” Crystal just rolled her eyes in response. 

“Look, Jinn. If you want to hang around in bed all night with your 
girlfriend, despite the fact that we may be under attack from the outside, 
that’s fine by me but right now, I’d rather find out what the fuck made that 
noise.” 

Harsh. 

But despite the comedic banter, the situation was definitely a serious 
one. If one of the infected was literally knocking on the door, then we’d 
have to leave and fast. Another thunderous boom rattled the walls as Jinn 
and I, both clad properly and Crystal, still clad only in her undergarments 
(purely out of spite, in my opinion), moved to the front of the store to find 
out what the hell was going on. Just before we got to the door that led from 
the back of the store to the front, another crash rattled the walls, shaking 
more than a fair amount of dust from the ceiling. 

We halted, waiting to hear if anything was about to come crashing 
through the front. Nothing did. Crystal pushed the door open into the store. 
Nothing was there. We all walked into the front part of the store. Nothing 
could be seen. We waited, standing perfectly still, listening for any other 
noises. Nothing could be heard. 

None of us dared to let loose a sigh of relief. Something had made all 
of that noise and there was no guarantee that it was gone. Jinn and Crystal 
checked the front door and the windows, trying to see what was out there. 
While they were checking, I wet behind the counter and leaned against the 
portion of wall between both doors to the back, struggling to stay awake. 
I didn’t struggle for long. 

Without any warning, a monstrous hand exploded through the door that 
led to the break room where Kyle was being held. With terrible force, the 
hand was yanked back, pulling most of the door with it. I yelled and bolted 
to the front of the store where Jinn and Crystal stood watching in horror. 

With a lust-filled roar, the mutated Kyle strode into the room, each 
step shaking the floor more than a little. As he smashed his way though 
the store’s counter, he cut quite an imposing figure, with all of his muscles 
standing out in perfect definition. I have to admit that I was more than 
slightly aroused at the sight, but what I felt was nothing compared to Crystal, 
who I was beginning to understand had a thing for muscles and strength. 
Anyone who caught a glance at her knew that she was getting helplessly 
horny at the sight. Her panties were starting to get moist and her nipples 
were tenting her bra. 

Jinn, however, was not nearly so mesmerized and kept his wits about 
him. As Kyle stalked his way towards us, Jinn grabbed me and pushed me 
to the side, forcing me out of the juggernaut’s way. He then darted around 
to the other side of the behemoth. Once at his back, Jinn kicked him in 
the back of the knees, grabbed me, and pulled me through the door to the 
back and out a door that led to a staircase up. As we bolted up the stairs, 








we heard Kyle crash to the ground, roaring in anger. 

Once we got to the surface, I had to stop. “Jinn!” I cried, “What about 
Crystal?” 

“Don’t worry about her,” he responded. “She stronger than I am and 
better with martial arts as well. She can take care of herself.” He pulled me 
along towards a general store down the street. Once inside, he locked the 
door and pulled me towards the back room. We settled down next to the rear 
exit of the store. “Besides,” he said, smiling, “I don’t think that she would 
ever forgive me if I actually helped her. She’s got a chip on her shoulder the 
size of Manhattan.” Despite his assurances, I had a bad feeling about it. 

We spent the rest of the night at that store, sleeping restlessly. The sun 
rose without stirring us from our slumber and was soon well overhead. 
Finally, I awoke, still wrapped in Jinn’s loving embrace. As I blinked my 
bleary, sleep encrusted eyes to try to get my eyes to focus, I noticed a shadow 
looming in front of me. I gave a startled yelp, jolting Jinn from his sleep. 
He started as well, but he realized who the person casting the shadow was 
before I did. It was Crystal. 

She looked a little out of sorts as she stared down at us. Surprisingly, she 
was clad in somewhat baggy clothes this time, which seemed unusual for 
her considering her manner of dress for the time that I’ve known her. Odd 
choice of clothes aside, she also had a distinctly disheveled look about her. 
Somehow I didn’t think that she got much sleep. She smiled down at us with 
a haggard, lop-sided grin. “Glad to see that you two bozos got out okay. I 
cannot begin to describe what it was like trying to get away.” She moved 
out into the store proper to scrounge up some food. Jinn and I exchanged 
worried looks before following her. 

“Umm... Crystal?” asked Jinn. “Are you okay? I mean, last night can’t 
have been easy on you, having to beat up your old boyfriend and all.” 

She started at that last part of Jinn’s comment. “Huh? What? Oh, yeah... 
I-it was.” She kept her eyes down as she spoke, looking neither Jinn nor 
I in the eye. “A-anyway, I found another place to take shelter that’s fairly 
secure. It’s another subway station. We can go whenever you guys are 
ready. Just give me a sec to run to the restroom.” She left us and went to 
the back of the store. 

Okay... well... um... Jinn? Did that seem a little odd to you?” Jinn just 
nodded silently. After thinking for a moment, he asked the question that 
was bouncing around my mind, “But I think the better question is ‘Should 
we go with her to the new shelter?’ There’s no way that she got away from 
Kyle unscathed.” I nodded in agreement. 

“Well,” I said, “we might as well. If things look like they are getting 
a little weird, we can always leave. I’Il go ahead and let her know.” Not 
waiting to hear Jinn’s response I moved to the back of the store. 

When I got near the bathroom, I heard Crystal cry out. Afraid that 
something might be wrong, I barged through the door to it, walking in on 
Crystal in the middle of the afterglow of a decent masturbating session. The 


sight wasn’t a comforting one, given the state ofthe world but considering 
the circumstances, it wasn’t unexpected. She was hot as hell for her virus- 
changed boyfriend, so that tension has to go somewhere, whether she 
became infected or not. 

Crystal looked up at me with eyes glazed from her latest endeavor and 
blushed. “Sorry. I couldn’t help myself. After last night and seeing what 
Kyle had become, as he used those awesome muscles...” She shuddered 
with pleasure at the mental image that that thought had conjured. 

I nodded in understanding, then helped her get up. “Okay, Crystal, 
we’re ready to go. Lead on.” Crystal nodded and smiled weakly. “Right. 
Let’s go.” 

Shortly after, we set off on our trek to the next shelter. We reached it 
shortly after noon, just in time to avoid the heat ofthe day. We went down 
and set up shop, literally. We found another magazine shop that suited our 
needs. It was an almost identical set-up, minus the luxuries of our first home. 
When we got there, there was no need to find food or water. The place still 
had a fully stocked fridge of drinks and more than enough foods to keep 
us full for a while. We feasted and joked for a bit. It was probably the most 
social that I’d ever seen Crystal act, at first I thought that it was suspicious 
but then again, I’ve only known her for two days. 

The clock on the wall read eight o’clock when we finally decided to 
retire. We hadn’t been able to clear out the backroom enough for any of us 
to sleep back there, so we settled down in the front area of the store, behind 
closed and locked doors, of course. Jinn turned off the store’s lights and 
we went to sleep. Or, at least, we tried to. Just before I fell into the blissful 
darkness of sleep, I heard a nearby groan. I snapped my eyes open and 
looked around, searching the dimly lit store for anything out of the ordinary. 
At first, I couldn’t see anything of import, but that didn’t last long. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement. It wasn’t much, but it 
was enough to fully draw my attention. Another moan rattled the air as my 
eyes landed on Crystal’s prone and writhing form, lying right in front of the 
doorway to the back. Another moan escaped her lips as my eyes adjusted 
to the lighting, revealing more details to me. 

Her clothes were less baggy than they were earlier and some parts of her 
clothes were apparently getting pretty tight, especially around her chest. 
Her nipples were getting hard and thick, stretching out her shirt and her hips 
seemed to be flaring more than they had, stretching out her pants. Even in 
the horrible lighting, I could see a fair sized wet spot on her crotch spread, 
engulfing more and more of her pants. 

A gasp of pleasure ripped its way from her throat, her breasts straining 
against her shirt, praying for release, one of her hands driving into her moist 
sex. I watched her in horror, knowing what this unprovoked orgy meant. 
I rushed to Jinn’s side to wake him up. He stirred readily and gave a short 
yelp when he saw Crystal’s antics. He got to his feet and tried to get to the 
door to unlock it, but couldn’t. It was jammed. So we did the only thing 





that we could. We stood still and watched our doom unfold before us. 

Crystal’s body continued to spasm on the floor. She stopped fingering herself all of 
a sudden and shakily got to her feet, her back hunched over, panting hard. She looked 
up at us, grinning evilly with lust-misted eyes. She took a step towards us but stopped 
suddenly, almost as if her body didn’t want to move where she wanted it to. We thought 
that we were safe but only for a moment. 

With a titanic roar, she straightened her posture, thrusting out her swollen tits, further 
tightening her clothing. As she straightened, we could make out the curves and bulges 
of her muscles, which seemed to have expanded. 

She gasped, forcing her already large chest to expand further, straining her clothes to 
the limit and beyond. A tear appeared in the middle of the front of her shirt, spreading 
as her body continued to expand. Ever so slowly, more and more of her gigantic 
boobs, along with her overtaxed bra, were revealed. I have to admit, even for me, it 
was an arousing sight, and Jinn, despite his dislike of muscular women, was more than 
enraptured at the awesome sight of her massive tits. 

Her body continued to change, continued to mutate. In short order, her muscles were 
expanding at the same speed as her breasts, distorting her clothes, and beginning to 
bust more than one seam. Neither Jinn nor I realized how big her muscles were actually 
getting until, with grunts of pleasure, she began flexing her muscles. 

She started with her pecs, forcing the already large tear in front to split even further, 
all but tearing the front of her shirt in half. Without warning, her bra snapped, releasing 
her pressurized boobs. She moaned in pleasure at the release of the pressure, her nipples 
and tits expanding even more, tearing what was left of the front of her shirt to shreds. 
We could now see her rippling eight-pack abs. We could see them jerking and spasming 
as they continued to grow. 

She began flexing her legs, destroying her pants in shot order. Her arms were next, 
and apparently her favorite. She, ever so slowly, flexed them, reveling in the way that 
they strained against her sleeves. We could see by the growth of her forearms that the 
sleeves would soon give way, but it seemed as if she wanted to savor their growth. She 
flexed them again and again, adding a little more size each time. Finally, she flexed 
her left arm quickly, utterly destroying her sleeve with her melon-sized biceps and 
rippling triceps. We could see her abs spasm as she reached her first orgasm during the 
transformation. She went more slowly with her right arm, letting it stretch the fabric 
to its breaking point. Ever so slowly, she increased the pressure against it, pumping it 
more and more until, finally, like its twin, it burst through the sleeve with a symphony 
of ripping sounds. She orgasmed as least twice from that one. 

As she continued to change, she suddenly appeared to be losing her balance. As 
such, she turned her back towards us and grabbed hold of the door frame behind her 
for support. It didn’t take long to realize what was causing the problem. Her front was 
too heavy with muscle and titflesh, while her back was too light. That was a problem 
that was quickly fixed. She gasped in renewed pleasure as muscle began pounding its 
way into her back, causing even more obscene bulges to occur. We watched awestruck 
as the growth moved upwards from her back, into her traps and shoulders and down 
into her ass simultaneously. In short order, she was standing completely nude, her back 


still to us and her muscles still visibly twitching. 
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We thought that she was done, but we were so wrong. She turned to 
face us, the look of lust even stronger than before. I thought that this new 
sexual predator was about to pounce, but there was more change to come. 
With a scream of blissful pleasure, she tossed her head back and thrust out 
her chest. Her apparently hyper-sensitive nipple stood out stiff in the cool 
air of the store, visibly pulsing lightly. Then, to our surprise, her tits went 
through another bout of growth, swelling from the size of grapefruits to 
the size of volleyballs, to the size of basketballs, to the size of beachballs. 
She orgasmed again at the finish of the change, spilling even more of her 
juices onto the floor. 

Her massive muscles were covered in veins and a light layer of sweat, 
but despite their size, they were still eclipsed by the size of her titanic tits. 
She stood there, simply staring at us, panting heavily with a look of deep 
desire stamped upon her face. She grinned, and with a roar of primal lust, 
leaped towards us. 

Jinn may have been incredibly turned on by her massive breasts, but he 
was turned off enough by her muscle to still think straight. He pushed me 
to the side and then leapt the other direction to save himself. The mutated 
Crystal crashed into the metal bars of the door that we had been standing in 
front of not two seconds before, bending it out of shape but not destroying 
it. 

Now standing between Jinn and I, Crystal looked around, trying to decide 
who to go after. Finally she decided on Jinn, as she bounded towards Jinn, 
I gave a heartfelt scream of denial, not wanting to believe that the love of 
my life is going to be killed or worse. My surprise was complete when Jinn 
not only grabbed the newborn monstrosity’s arm, but was able to use her 
momentum to throw her past him to crash into a wall and fall to the floor. 
I looked at him in shock. “What?” he said. “I said that I’d been studying 
martial arts.” 

As Crystal got up from the ground, Jinn yelled to me. “Mayim! Get out 
of here! I can hold her off, but not if you’re hanging around. I don’t want 
to accidentally hurt you. Get out through the back. Go to the general store 
that we were at earlier. I’ll find you there.” He walked over to me and gave 
me a push towards the back of the store. 

Though it tore me inside to do it, I left. Tears streamed down my face 
as I fled up the stairs at the back of the store and out into the darkness of 
the city streets. Not really caring about stealth, I ran, sobbing, to the store 
that had served as the shelter that Jinn and I had found. 

I had arrived shortly afterward and found the place exactly as we had 
left it. I tried to go to sleep, but to no avail. I was too worried about Jinn. 
The night passed slowly, and Jinn still did not arrive. Finally, near dawn, 
I heard someone enter the store. I snuck up to the front, hoping beyond 
anything else that it was Jinn, not an infected person. 

When I got there, I saw the form of a man. He didn’t look infected but 
it was dark and too difficult to see very well. I stealthily approached, ready 
to bolt at any moment, when I heard a voice float through the darkness. 
“Mayim?” 

I froze in my tracks, insane hopes flying through my skull. “Jinn?” Hardly 


able to contain myself, I threw myself at him, wrapping him in as fierce a 
hug as I have ever given. We held each other for a time, crying silent tears 
at our safe reunion. Finally, our emotions spent for the moment, we parted 
and just stared at each other, drinking in the sights that our eyes have been 
starved of for a month. 

Our minds were not thinking, our bodies were moving of their own 
volition, embracing each other. He kissed my lips tenderly, a familiar 
tingling warmth flowing down my spine. Both of us were beginning to 
breathe harder. What was left of my rational mind forced my body, with all 
of its might, to push away from Jinn. The end result was my clouded mind 
watching from a distance as my arms feebly pushed from Jinn’s grasp. 

At first, his face was a mask of hurt, but, as with me, his rational mind 
soon broke through the raw tides of emotion. His look of hurt soon changed 
to one of comprehension as he looked back on the circumstances that we 
had just escaped from. The look of lust was still strong in his eyes, as I 
knew it was in mine. Though we both dearly wanted to speak, only Jinn 
was able to at first. “Mayim, i-it... it’s just been so long since we’ ve been... 
and, well... with all that we’ve seen, all that we’ve experienced, I... I just 
don’t think that I’ve ever needed you so badly.” 

The emotion with which he spoke nearly broke my heart, and the fact 
that I fully reciprocated those feelings soon led me back into his arms, and 
soon into the backroom of the general store. 

We fell to the floor together, our bodies pressed firmly against each 
other. I could feel my soft tits pressed against his hard chest; his hard cock 
pulsing lightly against the inside of my thighs through our clothing. The 
sounds of our heavy breathing filled the room as the temperature began to 
soar from the heat of our bodies. Giving in to our baser instincts, we more 
or less tore the clothes off of each other, throwing them off to the side, 
freeing our more private areas from the confining fabric. 

I gasped sharply as I felt his throbbing cock enter my body, filling me 
with its length. I gyrated my hips as he began to thrust, both of us moaning 
louder and louder in pleasure. His thrusts began to come harder and harder, 
soon he seemed more animal that human as he mindlessly continued. It 
wouldn’t have been a problem if it wasn’t for two things: he was acting 
in a way that he had never done before and he was beginning to hurt me, 
something that he had never done before, both inside and out of sex. 

This got the remaining shreds of my consciousness a bit worried, but it 
was nothing damning. But then something else came up. He continued to 
thrust away, his grunts and moans quickly turning into roars. I wasn’t sure 
at first, but it quickly became certain. With each thrust, his dick seemed 
to fill me more and more, expanding and pressing against the walls of my 
vagina to the point that it began to hurt. 

At this point, even the pure emotional side of my mind began to scream 
warning bells. I started pushing away from Jinn, trying to get him off of me, 
but to no avail at first. His arms only wrapped around me tighter. 

I began to panic, pushing and kicking even harder to escape. I could 
feel his body beginning to change as I struggled. I could feel his muscles 
gradually swell, getting harder and thicker. As his arms gained strength, he 

















began to tighten his grip further, threatening to crush the air from my lungs. 

During my struggles, I managed to get a knee in between our bodies. I pushed 
against Jinn’s rippling, pulsing stomach as hard as I could, only getting the slightest 
give. I continued to push until, finally, my knee slipped and struck Jinn in the side of 
his ribs. His roar of agony pained me both physically and mentally, but he finally let 
go. I pushed myself off of his still swelling dick and got up and ran to the other side of 
the room where we had tossed our clothes. 

Not paying attention to what I was picking up, I grabbed a few articles of clothing 
and got ready to make my escape. I was almost out the backroom’s door when I had 
the impulse to look back at Jinn’s mutating form. All over, his body bulged and grew, 
swelling with muscle, not unlike poor Kyle. It was, just as with Crystal and Kyle, an 
incredibly arousing and - at the same time - a completely terrifying. But, unlike with 
either of the other two, this change had a new element to it: a sense of personal loss. 
As Jinn was suffering through the throes of the changes, the man that I fell in love with 
was gradually disappearing into the grey void of the forgotten. 

Tears streamed down my face as I ran. I didn’t try to run to any particular place. I 
just ran. I ran until I could run no more. The sun was just beginning to rise to its position 
in the sky when I finally stopped at a destroyed gas station. I went inside, finding it in 
about as good a shape as I found the hospital that I woke up in. I went in cautiously, but 
it soon became apparent that nothing was in the building, save myself, of course. 

Numbly, I closed the door, not bothering to lock it. Why worry? The only person 
that ever gave my life any sense of fulfillment was worse than dead. What mattered 
now? I put the clothes that I had grabbed on as a ward against the chill air of the gas 
station, though it wasn’t much. Just my pair of panties and Jinn’s shirt... 

Unable to bear the weight of my emotions, I collapsed to the floor, sobbing, knowing 
that there was no way out. I would either die or become like them. As soon as I thought of 
“them” the image of Jinn turning into a muscular hunk right before my eyes flashed into 
my mind. My heart skipped a beat and my breathing faltered for a moment, so strongly 
did I feel my heartache for him. At the same time, I could feel my body becoming 
aroused at the mental image, not something that was that surprising to begin with, but 
it was something that I felt was in bad taste, given the circumstances. 

I tried to ignore those inappropriate feelings, but to no avail. They flitted around 
the edges of my consciousness like annoying flies, never completely fleeing from my 
consciousness, but never fully entering it either. And it wasn’t necessarily the thoughts 
that I felt were so improper. It was the feelings that those thoughts stirred within me; 
within some primal part of my mind, completely unassociated and unaffected by my 
conscious mind. 

Every time one of those thoughts brushed my consciousness, I could feel my nipples 
stiffen a little; my loins get a little hotter, a little wetter. It was torture. I so dearly wanted 
to remember Jinn for what he was, not how he is, but this newly emergent instinctual 
mind would not let me. All that I could do was remember how gorgeous Jinn was rapidly 
becoming as he became less human and more monster. 

And the more insistent that this newfound part of my brain became, the hotter I got. 
I began to finger my self lightly through my soaked underwear, if, for nothing else, just 
to release the tension. 

The images began to play over and over again in my mind, driving the urges to a 
more prominent place in my mind. My breathing began to pick up speed and took on a 
huskier tone as, just as it had earlier, my rational mind began to shut down. 
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As my consciousness ebbed away, the images of Jinn and Kyle began 
to flash into my mind with more force, driving my primal mind into an 
even wilder frenzy. 

In no time, my gentle fingering became a hardcore masturbation session. 
Iripped my panties off, allowing a stream of liquid pleasure to pool on the 
floor. My gasps evolved to grunts, my grunts to moans and my moans to 
outright screams of pleasure. 

My thinking mind flitted in and out of consciousness through the 
experience, brining odd flashes of thought. Rarely did any of these bouts 
of insight yield any lasting thoughts, but one did. 

This pleasure-soaked session felt good. Really good. Not normal good 
but uniquely good. Actually, good doesn’t even begin to describe it. It was 
unbelievable. I drove on with more force, desperate to experience more of 
this wonderful feeling. 

As I continued my not so tender ministrations, the feelings underwent 
a subtle shift, intensifying to never-before-felt levels while spreading 
throughout my body, making every cell in my body tingle with sensual 
sensitivity, anxiety, and energy. 

Sweat poured down my body, coating it with an oily sheen and causing 
my shirt to turn translucent and stick to my body. Panting heavily, I came 
closer and closer to climax until, finally, with the greatest burst of pleasure 
yet, I finally orgasmed, spilling more of my fluids onto the floor. I could 
feel my muscles, specifically my stomach, spasm lightly as the incredible 
feeling washed over my body. It was incredible. 

I panted, basking in the glorious afterglow of this marvelous experience, 
letting the euphoria fully set in. All the while, the images of Jinn and Kyle 
continued to flash through my mind, again just beneath the conscious 
level, keeping my pleasure at a nice simmer, enhancing the feelings from 
the afterglow. 

I lifted my hand from my crotch, letting it fall to the floor by my side. 
Now that my lust at been sated for the moment, my rational mind slowly 
came back into control. I stood up and went to the store’s bathroom to clean 
up. It was only when I came back to my little sanctuary that I realized that 
I was bottomless with an increasingly chilly shirt as the sweat that soaked 
it began to dry. Goosebumps dotted my flesh and my nipples stood out in 
diamond-hard rigidity, tenting the front of my shirt, making it a little tighter 
than it had been before I had gotten to this store. 

I looked at the remains of my panties, hardly able to believe that I had 
so completely destroyed them during my frantic episode. I picked them up 
and looked at them. There was no way that they would ever be wearable 
again. I dropped them to the floor and proceeded to look around the store 


for something else to wear. I figured that even though Jinn was, for all 
intents and purposes, gone, I was still here, and I could still live my life 
for the both of us. 

I wentto the front, them the back; into the bathroom, then to the employee 
lounge. Nothing. There was not a single article of clothing in the entire 
store. Well, there was no single wearable article of clothing in the entire 
store. I sighed and went back into the storeroom and sat down on the cold, 
now-wet floor. 

My nipples were now sticking out painfully and pushing against my 
shirt, their pink color showing through the damp fabric. Their insistent 
sensitivity was becoming increasingly distracting. With every breath, my 
shirt moved across my sensitive tits, pulling on them slightly, stimulating 
them a little more. 

Without realizing it, the sensations that I was beginning to feel were 
forcing my breathing to increase. Hardly conscious of my actions, one of 
my hands crept up and tweaked one of my nipples hard. The sudden burst of 
feeling tore a scream of pure carnal delight from deep within my throat. 

Once again, my conscious mind dimmed as it was assaulted by the same 
thoughts and images from before, driving my body into an even higher state 
of arousal than I had felt during my climax the first time around. 

My other hand rammed itself deep into my crotch, digging for that one 
heavenly spot in an attempt to drive my consciousness onto the deepest 
recesses of my psyche. I began to thrust my hips forward, pushing my 
hand in deeper and making my hypersensitive breasts bounce in response, 
dragging roughly against my shirt, sending wave after wave of sensations 
down my spine. 

The hand that was not buried up to the wrist in my sensitive folds 
continued to play with my tits, pinching the nipples and kneading my C- 
cup breasts, every movement helping me ascend to greater levels of carnal 
bliss. 

Just then, just like last time, a very brief flash of insight illuminated 
what was left of my rational mind. My breasts were now a C-cup. They 
were like that originally, but wasn’t I a B-cup yesterday? I couldn’t help 
but wonder what was going on. 

As these thoughts were pouring through my mind a mile-a-minute, my 
body continued its frenzied movements on its own, one hand driving itself 
in and out of my lust-stricken sex, the other fondling my tits. My thrusting 
continued unabated and my breathing, moans, and screams began to come 
faster, huskier, harsher. Every inch of my body got into the motions, 
thrusting, writhing, squirming; every movement, every touch drove my 
pleasure to greater heights. 








My thoughts once again began to fade into darkness when another 
revelation struck me: my shirt was starting to feel tight. I looked down at 
my chest, just in time to see my tits swell a tiny bit in time with a great 
thrust that caused them to bounce quite beautifully. 

Just then, it hit me like a ton of bricks: I had somehow gotten infected. 
My rational mind began to race in panic, whilemy primal mind began to race 
to relieve my unceasing lust. I tried to control my urges, but to no avail. It 
was as my tits grew a tiny bit more that I realized when it had happened. 

How could I have been so stupid? I was having sex with an infected 
person! He didn’t cum, but then he didn’t have to. Saliva, sweat, precum, 
any of those fluids could’ ve given me the virus. At any rate, it didn’t matter 
any more. The virus was swimming through my blood, fully incorporating 
itself into every cell of my being, and as it did so, my body began to change 
accordingly. 

I tried to maintain my focus, but the virus was getting too much ofa hold 
over me. My conscious mind slipped further and further from my body, until, 
finally, it was little more than a bystander, watching everything unfold. 

My body continued to writhe on the ground, savage grunts and growls 
of bliss escaping my lips as the change firmly grasped hold of my body. 
With a primal scream that rattled the walls my body orgasmed, again and 
again, each one forcing more and more of the change into my being. 

I could distantly hear the grinding of bone as my frame expanded 
slightly and grew a little taller. I could hear it more distinctly the shifting 
of bones as my hips flared out further and further from my body, giving 
me an extremely exaggerated hourglass shape. 

My still somewhat slack muscles tightened and toned all over my body, 
bringing my past my previous level of fitness, before I had gotten sick. 
My muscle tone was rapidly becoming comparable to the fitness level of 
one of those personal trainer/models. The increased firmness of my body 
drove it wild, the hardcore masturbation session going well past anything 
experienced by any mere mortal, save, possibly, for an infected one. 

My monstrous orgasms came harder and harder, the fluids pouring from 
between my legs, until finally, with the biggest climax yet, the change 
reached my upper body. The features of my face began to streamline, giving 
it amore dynamic and exotic look. Another scream tore from my throat as 
the final part of the change hit me. 

With a great heave, my back suddenly arched thrusting my swelling chest 
out and further stretching my shirt out. My nipples were still sticking out 
straight, despite the massive pressure that my shirt and altering form was 
putting on them. In short order, small tears began to appear in my shirt, 
starting in the middle of my shirt and where each nipple was, each one 


poking out to its full, glorious length. 


They began to throb, visibly pulsing against my shirt. I twisted one of my 
nipples, and yelled in time with the rise and fall of the raw, unadulterated 
sensations. My body began to knead my bulging breasts again amidst the 
symphonious sounds of my rapidly disintegrating shirt. 

With another cry of pleasure, my breasts began to swell larger and larger 
expanding every tear as well as starting a few new ones. They grew bigger, 
rounder, firmer, even heavier, almost as if something was flowing from my 
body into them; as if they were being filled up with something. 

They expanded from their C-cup stature to D-cups, then quickly to 
beyond anything that could be bought in a store. With every cup size that 
they gained, their firmness increased as well as their weight. The pressure of 
my massive mammaries pressing down on my chest was more stimulation 
than my body needed. I orgasmed again, spurring the growth on further. 

With every thrust, every push, every writhe, they grew a little bit more, 
a little bit faster. The hand that I had buried deep in my snatch came out at 
that moment and joined it’s twin in playing with my burgeoning bosom. 
The feeling of their firmness with the hint of liquid inside of them was more 
than enough to force my body into another orgasm, this time without any 
help from action from my lower body. 

They grew bigger still, swelling past the size of basketballs and into 
the realm of the sizes that could only be comparable to beach balls. Their 
firmness was astounding, let alone the size, their perfect roundness still 
swelling, still bulging, still growing. My body orgasmed for what felt like 
the thirtieth time since the change started, and it still felt like there was a 
way to go. 

My body started massaging my tits with more force, paying special 
attention to my still lengthening nipples. My hands pinched and twisted 
them; they massaged, kneaded, and fondled my blossoming boobs. With 
the thunderous force of another orgasm, along with a final mighty squeeze 
of my super-sensitive teats, my gargantuan tits burst forth with an awesome 
stream of creamy milk, launching it up into the air to rain down upon the 
floor as well as my body. 

More than a little landed in my mouth, exciting my body further. It was 
like getting a double dose of the virus, spurring another growth spurt. With 
a sudden thrust, my breasts expanded further, now over a meter in diameter, 
and still growing. At this point, my shirt had had enough. What was left of 
it literally exploded across the front, exposing my magnificent chest to the 
world. With a savage roar, I ripped the remains of my shirt from my body 
and tore it free, letting the tatters that remained fall to the ground. 
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My hands quickly went back to their work, massaging my altering form, my 
engorging breasts filling up my hands several dozen times over at this point. I continued 
my ministrations, pleasuring myself more and more, forcing my body to new heights 
of sexual experience. 

Finally, after what seemed like hours, my body finally reached the climax ofa lifetime. 
With a primal roar that actually broke the windows in the front of the store, I orgasmed, 
my body cumming so hard that, had anyone else’s had been in there, it probably would 
have been crushed to a bloody pulp. 

I watched as if from afar as my body staggered to its feet, panting heavily. I could 
see my body clearly despite the poor lighting of the back of the store. 

My body now stood a little past six and a half feet with tight, toned muscle covering 
every inch of my hourglass figure. My facial features had become incredibly enhanced, 
giving me an appearance that would throw Aphrodite and all of the goddesses of 
Olympus into a jealous rage. And my tits, my glorious tits, now were about half a tall 
as I was, and yet they were still perfectly round and firm, defying gravity as if they 
weighed nothing at all. My nipples were almost a foot long and as thick as a beer can. 
Even in the dim lighting, I could see creamy milk dripping from the tips of my nipples, 
splashing lightly onto the sweat covered floor. 

With another roar, I watched from behind locked doors as my body bounded out 
into the fresh air of the outside world, searching for something, anything, that could 
alleviate its lust. And like any good subconscious faculty of the mind, I could do nothing 
but sit back and watch it. 


The End 


